they said, though it looked to me far more. Many of them
were wooden, and were burnt almost to the ground by the
time I got there. All that was left were the brick chimneys.
Those chimneys, which you see all over Finland, look
like great tomb-stones marking the spot where a gaily
painted wooden house once stood.
The streets were running with water from the hoses of
the fire brigade, which was doing its best to keep under
control the fires on the stone and brick-built houses. The
local brigade was being helped by a Swedish volunteer
brigade which had been rushed from Helsinki as soon as
the news came through. And between them they were
doing wonders in dealing with what looked like an almost
impossible situation.
Luckily the alarm had come in plenty of time, so that
as far as is known no one was even hurt; but the damage
to property must have been tremendous. As I say, most
of the bombs which were dropped were small incendiaries,
which do very little damage if they fall out in the open.
Owners of houses had managed to save a certain amount
of their furniture and belongings before the fires had really
gained control, because everywhere I went in the streets
were piles of furniture and bedding—all of it soaked with
water from the fire-hoses, while the unfortunate owners
were doing their best to stop sparks and pieces of burning
wood from falling on it from above. The hotel, a big
modern building, looked like a saucepan which is boiling
over; incendiary bombs had evidently exploded in the
attics, and you could see tongues of flame and spasmodic
puffs of smoke coming out from under the eaves. The fire
brigade were getting this well under control by the time
I left.
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